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OUR CHRISTMAS ADDRESS. 


«* Christmas comes but once a-year.’’ 


For all things there is a season. A 
more correct aphorism was never 
enunciated by seer or sage; aud its 
fit application to the closing and 
fading season cannot be questioned. 
The festive advent of Christmas 
from our birth to our grave interests 
all classes; and from sovereign to 
serf—from peer to peasant—in the 
palace, baronial hall, mansion, 
house-hold, or cottage, anxious 
hopes run high in anticipating with 
glowing warmth the return of gay, 
substantial, joyous old Christmas. 
Welcome, then, we the annual festi- 
val !—doubly welcome for the mirth, 
festivity, dance, song, glad look, 
and holiday costume in which the 
ivy and mistletoe-crowned visitant 
arrives with his long processional 
tram of recking plum-puddings, fat 
oxen, dainty mince-pies, wassail 





bowls, roasted apples, snap-dragons» 
and bon-bons, crackling fires, cheer- 
ful hearths, and encircled by benev- 
olence, good-heartedness, and jolli- 
ty. All hail, then, to the reign of 
holly-clad Christmas, and a hearty 
reception and grateful welcome to 
our annual visitants Columbine, 
Clown, Harlequin, and Pantaloon! 
whose reminiscences make us feel 
young again—and whose presence 
sends memory back to the redolent 
days of our bursting spring-tide of 
life when the heart was fresh, its 
dreams realities, and its fictions 
facts—when a pantomime was to us 
a scene of actual moving life, when 
Aladdin and his wonderful lamp 
were adventures as palpable as Sir 
Robert Peel’s income-tax, and the 
Arabian Nights our veritable ** book 
of books,” and cherished dearly as 
the recherché food and entertain- 
ment of our school-boy days, when 
*“ our first play” was marvelled at 
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as a thing not of this earth—when 
managers were regarded by us as 


divinities, and awful wondrous mira- | 


cle-workers—aye, when “ ignorance 


was bliss,” and when all was green, | 


verdant, promising, and luxurious, 
as a May morning! So, “all the 
world’s a stage,” and on we pass as 
the years make their exits and ex- 
eunts. And now another succeeds, 
for the pantomimic novelties of 1843. 
\nd thus we write on and note the 


our bents and inclinations yearn | 


vanity and tone of the public taste, | 


and while we like brothers and sist- 


ers of the stage take a breath, ere | 
we jump into the new year, we will | 
take leave to mark that on “ uproar- | 


ious boxing-night” at loved old 


Drury Lane we are to be “ doubled | 


up in a heap” with surprise at the 
wonderful harlequinade of William 


Tell and the Ribstone Pippin; at | 


elegant Covent Garden with Mon- 
arch Jack by the celebrated con- 
coctors of Punch; at the Adelphi 
with the Children in the Wood ; at 
the various other establishments 
with like laudable efforts} to excite 
seasonable fun and harmless mirth, 
at all of which we intend to be pre- 
sent, harlequinising from one thea- 
tre to another and so dividing our- 
selves as to make a delectable Jour- 
nal of digestible theatrical dainties 
for a new-year’s feast. ‘Till then our 
green curtain is suspended. 

A word of parting to our million 
of kind hinwile both professional, 
general, and public. In our Christ- 
mas. cup we greet you cordially and 


thankfully for abundant smiles and | 


approbation and support. May 
managers strive and thrive prosper- 
ously and advantageously ;—may the 
profession earn by the display of 
their talent and genius a successful 
reward and golden opinions, from a 
generous and intellectual public; 
and may the stage flourish in its 
proud legitimacy and grandeur of 
design. Most courteously and grate- 
fully we tender to all our com- 


| 
| 
| 


ry Christmas and a happy New 
Year!” 


DRURY LANE. 
Monday.—KMg John, and King Arthur, 
Tuesday.—The Patrician’s Daughter, 

Eton Boy, and Attic Story. 
Wednesday. — The Patrician’s Daughter, 
Eton Boy, and Attic Story. 
Thursday.—No performance. 
Irriday.— Ditto. 
Saturday.— Ditto. 


Events have fully justified our last 
week’s remarks relative to the supe- 
rior character of Marston’s new tra- 
gedy and: its tendency to win rapidly 
upon the public favor; the Patri- 
cian’s Daughter, alike for its poetic 
beauties and for the admirable act- 
ing by which it is illustrated, is ap- 
preciated according to its deserts ; 
and the management may justly be 
congratulated upon the results of 
putting on the stage this splendid 
production of a rejected author. 
But if Mr. Marston was pleased at 
the unsolicited offer of so admirable 
and experienced a judge as Mr. Mac- 
ready to give a trial to his genius, 
how much more so must he be at 
the inimitable manner in which his 
tragedy has been pourtrayed by the 
principal characters engaged. No- 
thing can be more true to nature, 
and withal more effective, than the 
powerful emotions of love and pride 
as developed by Miss Helen Faucit 
in Lady Mabel Lynterne; though 
this may not be one of the most ar- 
duous of her delineations, it cer- 
tainly may be ranked as one of her 
most effective, and when years shall 
have passed away, and the Patri- 
cian’s Daughter shall be ranked as a 
tragedy of the past, Miss Faucit’s 
Mabel will be remembered as vivid- 
ly as are, at the present time, some 
of the old efforts of Mrs. Siddons 
and other eminent artistes. It is in- 
deed a gem amid her various tri- 


pliment of the season —‘ A mer- | umphs of mental and artistical su- 
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periority. We spoke sufficiently com- 


mendatory of the other characters | 


last week, nor did we at all over- 


rate them; we might, indeed, point | 


out instances where a still greater 
effect has been introduced, did we 
not know that additional eulogy is 
unnecessary. In one respect, how- 
ever, we could have wished for a 
somewhat more of energy, or rather 
a more marked emphasis—it is with 
Mrs, Warner in a scene where she 
deceives Mordaunt, and where, from 
the low tone of her ‘delivery, much 
of the effect that otherwise would be 
produced is lost. With this excep- 


tion, a better acted play has seldom, 
if ever, been produced. 





HAYMARKET. 


ConGreve's comedy of The Way of 
the World, divested of its impuri- 
ties, and with a slight alteration, 
was produced on Saturday, and has 
been played every night since. It is 
thus cast: —Fainall, Mr. Vining; 
Mirabel, Mr. H. Holl; Witwould, 
Mr. C. Mathews; Petulant, Mr. 
Buckstone ; Sir Wilful Witwould, 
Mr. Farren ; Waitwell, Mr. Strick- 
land; Lady Wishfort, Mrs. Glover ; 
Millamant, Madame Vestris; Mrs. 
Fainall, Miss Charles; Foible, Mrs. 
Malone Raymond; Mincing, Mrs. F’. 
Matthews, 

It will thus be seen that the main 
strength of the company has been 
brought into activity in the re-pro- 
duction, yet notwithstanding this 
splendid array of talent, the comedy 
has not met, and will not meet, with 
much applause. The fact is, that 
Congreve’s plays will not bear the 
pruning, the substitutions, and the 


present day; they were penned at a 
time when the fair sex were less sus- 
ceptible of indelicate quirks than 
those of our own day; and as much 


of the wit, or at least the piquancy | 


of ity lies in the tone and expression 
of the sentiment (if sentiment it 





can be called), it is evident that the 
portion of the tolerable which re- 
mains is too meagre to excite more 
than a passing interest. Hence, 


| though everything is done in the way 
| of acting that can be done, there is 


only the humour of Buckstone and 
Mrs. Glover to make the comedy en- 
durable through five acts, and we 
may therefore be sure that this Con- 
greve resuscitation will be very short 
lived, 

Maryuesont. — We have already 
given an account of this new edifice, 
which ranks first as a minor theatre 
in every convenience for an audience, 
No expense or labor has been spared 
by the proprietor, Mr, Loveridge, 
nor has there been any time lost by 
the lessee, Mr. J. Douglass, in ca- 
tering for the public by engaging a 
talented company and’ introducing 
new pieces, A new historical drama, 
entitled the Saxon Maid, introduc- 
ing one hundred performers, cannot 
fail to become a favourite; it is full 
of interest, and. variety. of scenery ; 
the dresses and every appointment 
are of the very first order, The act- 
ors, Messrs C Freer, Elliott, Stirling, 
&e., Mesdames Campbell, Thornton, 
and many others, whose names we 
do not now recollect, is most credit- 
able, and deserves particular notice. 
A combat, or tournament, scene in 
the second act is admirably well 
managed. Osbaldiston and Miss 
Vincent have been performing in a 
favourite piece called the Black Do- 
mino to the great delight of the 
Paddingtonians. We were much 
pleased with the acting of Milbourn, 


| who evinced considerable ability in 
| the part of a young nobleman ; bis 
alterations that are necessary to suit | 
them to the taste and morals of the | 


pronunciation is distinct and clear, 
his gait easy and unaffected, and hi 


| person very genteel ; he was excecd- 
| ingly well dressed four the part, 


Glindon who played the French Am- 
bassador was full of rich humor and 
0ke the broken English admir- 


s 
ably; nor must we forget Attwood, 


who never fails to create roars of 
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laughter. Mrs. H. Melville, who 
enacted the part of anun, played 
with discrimination and taste; one 
scene in particular with Miss Vin- 
cent ina garden, was very cleverly 
managed. We think this lady has 
ability, and should be glad to see 
her rise in the profession; but she 
should not fail to be more attentive 
to her dress-——it is a sad drawback in 
a female. 

Vicrorta.—As at the rival Surry 
establishment the Christmas produc- 
tions have been of too engrossing a 
character to admit of any thing worth 
notice in the week's representations, 
although the revival of some old 
stock pieces has given scope toMessrs. 
E. F. Saville, Dale, Osbaldiston and 
Miss Vincent, and Mrs. G. Lee, to 
display their varied talents to the ut- 
most advantage. We understand 
Messrs, Paul and Gardner will be 
provided with splendid “ parts’ for 
the Christmas week. 

Surry.—The busy note of prepa- 
ration for the pantomime is now the 
most prominent feature; and al- 
though the last week of Mr. T. P. 
Cooke’s engagement, and the repro- 
duction of Jack Sheppard and Oliver 
Twist for a few nights has suffered to 
draw very good audiences, it is ap- 
parent that the forthcomiag novel- 
ties are looked forward to with much 
interest. The only matter worth 
noticing connected with the past 
week’s performances, is the Fagin of 
R. Honner, andj the Oliver Twist of 
that gentleman’s very clever wife, 
both of which presented truly vi- 
vid impersonations of the most re- 
pulsive and most interesting charac- 
ter in Mr. Dickens’ novel. 





THE PANTOMIMES. 


Ir we may believe the report of the 
professionals connected with the va- 
rious establishments, a very lavish 
expenditure has been incurred in the 
preparation of all the pantomimes, 
the styles and titles of which are as 
follow :— 





Drury Lane,—William Tell, or the Gen: 
of the Ribstone Pippin. 

Covent Garden,—Punch’s Pantomime, or 
Harlequin and Monarch Jack. 

Haymarket,—Ricquet with the Turf: this 
is a revival ef one of Madame Vestris’s 
Olympic Extravaganzas. 

Adelphi,—The Children in the Wood. 

Olympic,—Harlequin and ‘old Cocker, « 
Arithmetic Hall and the Rule of 
Three. 

Queen’s—Polly put the Kettle on, or Har- 
lequin and the Magic Cat. 

City of London,—The one eyed Black- 
smith. 

Grecian Saloon,—Harlequin Farmer, or 
the Fairy Queen of the May-Bird’s 
Home. 

Albert Saloon,— The Chinese War, or 
Harlequin and the Great Magician of 
Pekin. 





THE SUNDAY TIMES, 

Tur Sunday Times of the week be- 
fore last indulged in a vein of vitu- 
peration against Miss Adelaide Kem. 
ble, alleging her guilty of shabbi- 
ness in paying nothing towards the 
expenses of the house on the night 
of her benefit, not even the actors’ 
salaries. The Sunday Times of last 
week states that Miss Kemble did 
pay the whole of the expenses, act- 
ors’ salaries as well as other contin- 
gencies. The same paper displays 
another instance of its ignorance of 
theatrical matters:—It states that 
the re-building of Astley’s Theatre 
was commenced only a month since, 
and that the walls, and roof, and 
stage are now complete, and _ the 
boxes nearly finished. (How would 
the public like to trust themselves 
in sucha hastily constructed building, 
if the statement were true?) The 
fact is, the building was commenced 
seven or eight months since, as we 
announced at the time, and_ the 
whole of the exterior, together with 
a very handsome eastern front, has 
been completed these two months. 


THE TEMPEST & KING ARTHUR 


Mr. Editor.— The Fleet-street 
serpent has long been trying to wind 
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his hell-born trunk of calumny a- 
round the manager of Drury-lane, 
but his utmost endeavours have been 
in vain; he has spit the poison of 
interested falsehood into his face 
which has rebounded back upon his 
own; he has built a structure of 
imagination and lies which has fall- 
en on his own (world-damned) head, 
but the modern serpent of the mo- 
dern paradise cannot lead the inha- 
bitants astray. In theatricals he is 
like an old woman, in religion a 
deist, in profession a cat-hanger (for 
his own amusenient), in criticism an 
ignorant interested scrawler. As he 
could not find fault with King Ar- 
thur he tried (but in vain) to make 
us believe that the Tempest was 
superior and faultless, wishing the 
visitors of theatres to see the Tem- 
pest in preference to King Arthur; 
now, as C. Kemble has no more to 
do with Covent Garden (without re- 
ferring to the performers), . but the 
production of the piece allows me 
through the medium of your jour- 
nal to ask your readers where its 
beauty is to be found. 

The Tempest is certainly one of 
the finest productions of Shakspear’s 
imagination, but at Covent Garden 
it is brutally murdered, indeed, it is 
not the Tempest but another thing. 
In the first scene we have a ship (a 
real one) in the tempest with sailors 
aboard ; the scene is a splendid one 
and deserves praise, but where is 
Ariel? Ariel should be there to 
strike the vessel with her magic 
wand, to govern Neptune, “ Yea, 
make his dread trident shake ;”’ but 
no Ariel is there. Ariel goes to 
Prospero immediately after and tells 
him a lie by saying she was there 
flaming amazement around; some 
will say she was there but invisible ; 
then why is she visible to the audi- 
ence at all, even when Prospero says, 
** Be subject to no sight but mine,” 
she does not vanish as she ought to 
do, which could be easily done. 
Again, the Fleet-street serpent says 
the scenery is a poem in itself; what 
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_ does he say of Prospero's cell ?, the 


painter had: Newgate in, his eye.who 
carved the rock as it js im imitation 
of large stones as though it was 
built by human hand., The cell of 
Caliban, the entrance of which is 
covered by leaves, is grand and 
good, and it is not at all likely 
that Sycorax, Caliban, Prospero, 
Miranda, or Ariel, built Prospero’s 
cell. Then who built it? why, is it 
not a natural cave somewhat like 
Caliban’s formed by nature? In 
fact, is Prospero’s cell a poetical 
scene ? 

In the banquet-scene we have En- 
glish cut glasses, &c., in the modern 
style, as it is conjured by Ariel’s 
power it should be anything but 
real, it should have been a fairy- 
like banquet; it is not at all likely 
Ariel could tell our present fashions, 
the service should have been the 
imagination of the brain, fairy-like, 
novel, and grand! 

Prospero, too, says, “ Vl break 
my staff and bury it certain fathoms 
in the earth; and deeper than ever 
olummet sounded I'll drown my 
back ;’ but he does neither at the 
time he says it or after his charms 
end, as he says he will, so that the 
lay is not ended, as he neither 
atthe his staff or drowns his book. 
In the last scene he says to Ariel, 
‘“* Away, and to the elements be free ; 
farewell!” Ariel has long been want- 
ing to be free, and is counting of 
that time, but she obeys not the last 
wish of her master,  atacadhes but 


sits upon the sea and sings, “ Where 


the bee sucks.” Can she suck where 
the bee sucks on the sea? Can she 
lie under a cowslip bell on the sea ? 
Or live merrily under the blossom 
that hangs on the bough on the sea? 
No, she should fly away into the 
air and be free. ‘ Dull thing, I 
say,” to sit upon the sea when she 
wishes to fly away, and in so poing 
disobey her master, Prospero; an 

several other things are not at all 
proper, and are contradicted by 


| Shakspear’s words ; but. these I have 
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mentioned are horrid; now I leave 
your readers to judge for themselves, 
and will challenge all to prove any 
such faults in King Arthur as I have 
pointed out in the Tempest, and I 
will certainly return (by your per- 
mission) an answer. Managers 
should know how Shakspear’s plays 
should be performed, or notattempt 
them; and critics, too, should be 
impartial, or not write at all, for 
the veil of falsehood will always 
cover their own heads. 


Yours truly, 
A Geni. 





THE FREE SWORDS; 
A TALE OF THE PYRENEES. 
Chapter the Eighth. 


Some time elapsed ’ere poor Chris- 
tine was restored toa state of con- 
sciousness, when at last she opened 
her eyes and beheld the anxious 
faces of Walton, Wallace, and her 
father, peering o’er her, she could 
scarce believe her senses, and when 
their voices broke upon her ear, a 
flood of tears gave vent to her pent- 
up thoughts. As soon as she was 
sufficiently recovered, she listened 
with the greatest anxiety to Walton’s 
narration of her escape, of which he 
could give no other account than, 
that as Pietro was making an effort 
to throw himself over the balcony, 
he was seized with a faintness—no 
doubt produced by the loss of blood 
—which caused him to reel back- 
wards, at which critical moment 
Walton darted forward and caught 
the falling Christine. “ But you 
escape Walton, how came you out 
of the monster’s power?” ‘ Oh! 
thanks to my friend Wallace, who 
in consequence of some threatened 
advance of the French, was ordered 
to take possession of this house and 
grounds, hisjarrival, in accordance 
with such instructions, was the 
means of rescuing us all,” 

It would, be tedious to relate how 





the incidents related in the foregoing 
chapters worked a change in Wal- 
ton’s feelings towards Christine, 
suffice it, their faith was plighted to 
each other, which but waited for 
the termination of the war to receive 
the church's blessings, 

[Thus far in our editorial capaci- 
ty had we proceeded in unravelling 
the mystery of Erasmus Queerfish’s, 
* Yarn of the Pyrenees,’ when we 
received the following letter which 
came just in time to form a sequel 
to the ** Free Swords.” | 


“ Mr. Editor, Paris, Dec. 1842, 

Chance threw one of your 
journals into my hands, by which I 
found those harpies of the law— 
Sheriff's Officers, had, in accord- 
ance with my written instructions, 
sent you my “ Yarn of the Pyre- 
nees ;” it may be interesting to you 
and your readers to learn, that since 
my sojourn in this gay city, I have 
met Captain Walton and his interest- 
ing wife and family, from whom I 
learnt that Marcos, on the restora- 
tion of the Bourbons, was restored 
to his title and estates, and at his 
death, some years back, he left the 
whole of his wealth to his grand- 
children, who I am happy to say 
seem destined by Providence to en- 
joy it. Thanking you for your com- 
pliance with my wishes, believe me 
to be Yours truly, 


Erasmus QUEERFISH. 
Rue St. Honore.” 





WOMAN. 


Woman,. woman, lovely woman! 

The gems of earth, the pride of heaven ; 
The source of joy—a light divine ; 

Our only hope, a Christian’s shrine ; 

A beauteous stream—the Lethe of life— 
When loved by men as mother or wife. 


Woman, woman, with thee ever goes 

A balm of peace to heal our woes; 

Your presence numbs the throb of pain, 
Your wisdom guards our name from stain ; 
Thy angel form to man was given,— 
God’s holiest gift from realins of heaven! 


E. R. W. 
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| more in so brief a space to restore 


COUNTRY THEATRICALS. 
From our Correspondents. 


Canpvirrv. — Mrs. Macready has, | 


with much spirit, catered for five 


nights treat at this theatre, by the | : 
= _s | yond precedent for a lengthened pe- 


engagement of the far-famed Mrs. 


lloney, from the metropolitan boards, | 


who made her first appearance on 
Thursday last. 


Hanirax. —We understand that | 


Mr. Skerret has again taken this thea- 
tre. His company (which is very 
highly spoken of in Bradford) is at 
present performing there, but will 
play at this theatre for two or three 
nights in the Christmas week, and 
then finish the season at Bradford, 
returning to Halifax about the second 
week in January. 

Huxti.—We understand that this 
theatre has been opened by the new 
lessee, J. L. Pritchard, Esq. and 
with every prospect of being a most 
successful campaign. He is bringing 
out the very best pieces, and in the 
best style. His company is also very 
complete, and comprises much ster- 
ling talent. 

On Monday last, the proprietors 
of the Dumfries theatre entertained 
Mr. Pritchard to dinner in Gracie’s 
Coffee House, About twenty gen- 
tlemen rallied round the festive board 
—Mr. M‘Diarmid in the chair, sup- 
ported by Dr. Brown, of the Royal 
Crichton Institution, and the guest 
of the evening; Mr. Hamilton, wri- 
ter, officiated as. Croupier, and on 
his right and left. we observed Mr. 
Aird, of the Herald Office, and o- 
ther individuals of note in:the com- 
munity. After the usual loyal and 
son toasts, the Chairman craved a 

umper to the health of Mr. Pritch- 
ard, dwelling, as he proceeded, on 
his versatility and energy as an actor 
and a manager, not forgetting the 
merits of the excellent company he 


fortune to rally around him. 
man, he believed—not even Macrea- 
dy or Murray— could have done 
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the legitimate drama in all its purity 
and classicality. Despite the obsta- 
cles inseparable from the mediocrity 
of former years, their lessee’s debut 
had been hopeful and prosperous bee 


riod; the only fault to be found, if 
fault it were, arose from the profu- 
sion of entertainment that led occa- 
sionally to late hours; and Mr. 
Pritchard, he doubted not, would 
leave a name behind him, which 
would strew his path with flowers 
when he next visited the Queen of 
the South. 

The company spent an exceeding- 
ly happy evening. 





Chit Chat. 


“ It is quite too bad of you, Darby, to 
say that’ your wife’s worse than the devil.’’ 
‘**An’ please your Reverence, I can prove 
it from scripture: didn’t your Reverence 
yesterday, in your sermon, tell us that if we 
resisted the devil, he’ll flee from us: now, 
if I resist my wife, she flies at me!’ 


Wear your learning like your watch, ina 
private pocket, and don’t pull it out to show 
that you have one; but if you are asked 
what o’clock it is, tell it. 

‘* Pshaw! Nothing so easy as to write for 
a newspaper: who could not finish off a 
Leader in an hour?” said a young Lordling 
fresh from college, and fired with applause 
that had been bestowed on him as university 

rizeman, in the hearing of Mr, Barnes, the 
ate editor of the Times. ‘“ Try it, my iord,’’ 
was that clever writer’s cool rejoinder: ‘ I 
will promise to print whatever your lordship 
writes {if you will grant me permission !”’ 
The offer was accepted; the ‘‘ leader”’ writ- 
ten: a proof despatched to the young noble, 
who returned it to Barnes, with the most 
earnest entreaty that he ‘‘ would on no ac- 
count publish it, since it appeared to him in 
rint the most ineffable nonsense that any 
ull-fledged simpleton could put together :” 
a criti¢ism.in which Mr. B,.completely coin- 
cided. 

Some mathematical wags have denominat- 
ed Belgrave-square and Eaton-square, from 
their remoteness, ‘ the squares of the dis- 
tances.” 

People seem, in some degree, as if they 
must be happy while dancing; nor is it with- 


| out good physical reason, that we have an 


had had the skill, taste, and good | 
No | 


instinctive feeling to that effect, setting aside 
even the motives that usually set them upon 
this sprightly exercise; for exercise and 
health go together, and cheerfulness depends 
upon a lively motion of the body. 
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Madame Vestris and Mr. C- Mathews 
have signed articles with Mr. Webster, the 
lessee of the Haymarket, for twelve months. 

Mr. Nelson Lee, of pantomime notoriety, 
has become the lessee of the Pavilion for 
three years. 


The Pantomime of William Tell at Drury 
Lane will, we hear, be very funny in the 
opening; it 1s written by Mr. Morton. The 
dialogue is very witty and contains much 
puint upon the vitiated taste existing in the 
play-going population, 

The Hoxton Amateur Music Society held 
their monthly meeting on December 7th, 
which was well attended with respectable 
company. This society offers a good oppor- 
tunity for talent presenting itself to the pub- 
lic, several private vocalists are becoming 
oublic star favourites here; among which are 
| Pearce, Bucknell, Mr. Marshall, 
and Mr, T. Smith, who are very a sing- 
ers and are much applauded. e should 
recommend our musical friends to join this 
society, and we hope it will prosper. 
~ Mr. Betterton (although a superlative 
actor) laboured under ill figure, being 
clumsily made, having a great head, a 
short thick neck, stooped in theshoulders, 
and had fat short arms. 





TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
Half.a-Crown.—Mr. Macready revived Co- 
riolanus at Covent Garden, and it hada 
long run; it was played twice a week for a 
long time. We have not time to look over 
our papers at present. 
Madame—Miss Austin came out at Covent 


Garden in Artaxerxes, Decem. 1839, and 
played Mandane. 


W. H.—Is thanked for his information, but 4 


it is quite impossible every bookseller can 
have our Journal, nevertheless, he may 
always obtain a copy at any of our agents 
named at the bottom of our publication. 

An Amateur.—His exposition of theatrical 
agents shall have a corner the first oppor- 
tunity. 

Theatricus.—We are much obliged for the 
papers, they shall appear—and any others 
will be gratefully received. 


All communications for the Editor to be 
forwarded tothe Printer, post paid. 


ADVERTISEMENTS 





RoyalAlbert Saloon. 
SHEPHERDESS WALK, CITY ROAD. 
ICENSED pursuant to Act of Parlia- 
; ment. H. BRADING, Proprietor 
On Monday, Dec. 26th, will be presented 
the domestic drama of The London Appren- 
tice, in additionto a new and gorgeous Pan- 
tomime, entijled The Chinese War, or Har- 
Jequin and the Great Magician of Pekin ; the 


‘ 





scenery and extensive Panorama painted by 
that eminent Artist, Mr. J. Wright. Clown 
Paul Herring; Harlequin, Mr. Howard 
Lewis; Pantaloon, Mr. A. Abel; Colum- 
bine, Miss Ann Cushnie. [n order to pre- 
vent the disappointment so frequently occa- 
sioned, the Proprietor has had a splendid 
Chinese Pavilion erected, capable of accom- 
modating 2,000 persons, in which a varied 
round of Entertainments will be presented, 
consisting of a Grand Concert, an entirely 
new Drama, entitled The Dog of the Cliff, 
or the Sailor’s Return: Lover’s Quarrels : 
and the popular Farce of Bathing: support- 
ed by Miss Innell, Mr. George Herbert, Mr 
E. F. Taylor, and Mr, T. Woolledge, in ad- 
dition to the already talented Company. The 
whole under the} immediate guidance of Mr. 
T. Jones. 








Madame Tussaud’s 
ISTORICAL GROUP, in Magni- 
ficent Armour; the Prince and Prin. 

cess Royal, in their splendid cot; the King 
of Prussia — Commissioner Lin and his 
Consort, modelled expressly for this ex- 
hibition by Lamqua, of Canton, with the 
magnificent dresses worn by them—the gor- 
geous Coronation Robes of George the 
Fourth, designed by himself at a cost of 
£18,000, with the room fitted up for the pur- 
pose—is acknowledged to be the most splen- 
did sight ever seen by a British public.— 
Admittance, One Shilling. — Open from 
eleven till dusk, and from seven till ten,.— 
Madame TUSSAUD and SONS.—Bazaar‘ 
Baker-street, Portman-square. 


The Thames Tunnel. 


S OPEN daily, (Sundays excepted,) 

from Nine inthe Morning until Nine 

at Night, and is lighted with Gas. The en- 

trance is only on the Middlesex side of the 

River, close to the Tunnel Pier, Wapping. 

(Vhe Shaft at Rotherhithe being now closed 

_ complete the new Staircase.) Admittance 

8, eac 

By orcer of the Board of Directors, 

J. CHARLIER, Clerk of the Company. 

Company’s Office, 2, Walbrook Buildings, City, 

Becuniun 1, 1842. 

N. B.—Steam Boats to the Tunnel Pier at 
Wappine from Chelsea, Vauxhall, Lam- 
beth, Hungerford, Adelphi, Old Shades 
Pier, and London Bridge. — Books with 
Plates descriptive of the Works are sold at 
the Tunnel, price One Shilling. 
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